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suit of clothes. Up until then I wore blue jeans, work shirts, and
government issue uniforms. I shot my wad on my first suit and why
not? The suit cost $350, and I considered it worth the price. But I
was a bachelor then. Bachelors don't know how well off they are.
Patsy complains our landscaping cost too much—as a boy picking
coal I used to think of some day owning a yard full of flowering
plants—and she objects our furniture is too scanty. If she wants fine
furniture to impress the neighbors, why doesn't she buy it? She
wasted enough money on my father to buy a sofa, although he
never did a thing to help me. I had no interest in entertaining him,
and I don't care to get involved in entertaining the neighbors. IVe
been stung by so-called friends as often as I wish to be.
Patsy clamors constantly for me to take her to the movies, to a
bowling alley, or elsewhere. I doubt my mother ever saw a movie
in her life. She stayed home and kept house and cooked and
tended her kids.
Patsy has a son herseE Adopting Kyle was her idea, not mine,
but his welfare now means more to me than it does to her. I'm de-
termined our boy shall have a better break than I got He needs
and deserves two parents. For Kyle's sake, I think Patsy should be-
have herself and start acting like a good mother and a good wife.
In childhood, Nils Knudsen fought hard to win individual praise
and attention but was lost in the traffic jam of youngsters in the
household. His spontaneous loving feelings, like his natural yearn-
ing for personal recognition, were crushed by the fierce competition
offered by seven brothers and four sisters. Similarly, the loving feel-
ings of his overburdened parents may have been buried under the
weight of financial failure and poverty. In Nils's home affectionate
consideration for others was not the approved and applauded form
of behavior. For the most part the individual members of the large
family were hard-working, cold, self-contained, and self-centered.
The family motto might well have been *dog eat dog," or perhaps,
let the devil take the hindmost"

